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Summary:
You stumble out of a bar at the end of the night, needing to walk home drunk. As you walk home, you pass by an abandoned warehouse building when you hear something coming from the other side of the fence.
You make a terrible decision, intoxicated and alone, then run from the consequences of your actions.

Work Text:
You take a moment. You’re drunk. It’s been a solid hour at the bar with some of your work friends.

You’re stumbling out onto the sidewalk in the middle of the night and holding yourself up against the window to the bar. You wave off your friends and say that it isn’t that far to your apartment. It’s something they press you on, since you’ve had quite a bit to drink over the course of the night. You continue to assure them that there’s nothing to worry about.

The only thing notable on your walk home would be that abandoned warehouse. It’s an, otherwise, uneventful journey back home. You take your leave and begin to walk.

The cool night breeze is juxtaposed by the ambient temperature of the night. It isn’t exactly one way or the other in terms of hot or cold, but the blowing wind feels nice over your skin.

You think to yourself about... (Wait. What was that?)

You stop as you hear something coming from behind the fence to your left, your brain taking a handful of minutes to register it happening. You realize you’re just now passing by the abandoned warehouse. (What is that noise? It sounds like... Someone’s voice.) You begin walking around the fence to the side of the leftover property, trespassing through a hole in the ruined chain-link. You take another drunken moment to listen again.

(There’s definitely someone here... ?) You can hear a voice.

You approach one of the storage buildings, seeing the doorway that was once closed off now clumsily ripped open. The sheet metal is pulled back with exposed nails hanging out from the edges. You hear now from inside the warehouse the weak pounding on wood mixed with crying. Sounds like a girl. Sounds like she’s crying for help.

You slowly stumble inside, trying to look around the barely-moonlight abandoned structure. You see at the other end of the wide open room, a shut box. The source of the pleading. The wooden thumping slowed down.

You go over and try to open the box, but see that the rings are held closed up by a flimsy piece of wood. You discard the splinter and simply drop it to the floor. You open the box and see a small girl, covered in dust and coughing as she looks up at you. “You... You saved me!”

You can’t really judge well enough why she was in there, or even what to do now. “Wh-what— Why are you here?” You slur out, half aware. She climbs out of the box and hugs you tight. It feels nice to be held so tight.

“Thank you! Thank you for saving me!” The girl is coughing loudly, trying to repay your kindness to her with her thanks. (Maybe...)

You look at her and hold her by her shoulders as she looks up to you. “Mister? Wh-what’s the matter?”

Something is stopping you. You’re not thinking clearly, and you are feeling something sinister welling up inside you. Your drunk mind is pulling up sinister thoughts that would normally be held back by proper judgment. You tighten your drunken grip on her. She starts to tense up.

“Mister...” - “Hey girlie, surely you want to thank me for helping you out, right?” - “H-huh? Mister, I did thank you! I... I don’t...” She starts whimpering and shrinking back in your grasp. You continue to slowly bear down over the little girl. “What’s your name, sweetie?” - “It’s Nina. Please. Let me go.” She’s starting to get even more uncomfortable, looking left and right, trying to find a way out. “I just want to go home.” She whines out desperately.

You hold her against the cold and dusty floor and you start feeling your will slipping. Morals be damned, you’ve been lonely and desperate, you figure...

(If this girl was going to die locked in a box... Then... Why not just let loose? If she hadn’t been found till now, then nobody knows she’s here.)

You grab her clothes and start to drunkenly undress her, her arms and legs flailing in protest as she realizes what’s happening. She is already out of energy, from all her struggling and crying in the box. It takes you, even in your drunken haze, not much effort to get her naked and for you to unzip your pants. She is struggling against you as you overpower her.

You’re now holding the little girl down as you drunkenly shove your cock between her thighs. You normally wouldn’t even believe that you’re in this position, but the alcohol has overwritten all of your better judgment. She is whimpering and trying to do everything she can to prevent you from penetrating her. Your body continues to weigh down on her with awkward drunken thrusts, her arms weakly trying to push away your face and against your chest.

“Stop! Stop! I don’t want to do this with you! Please!” - (She’s annoying...) - “Let me go! I want to go home! I didn’t do anything to you!” - (She’s... REALLY annoying...) She’s sobbing again now as you press your tip roughly between her legs.

Your drunken mind knows that she’s only going to get louder with the pain incoming. She’s a child after all. You decide to finally do something about it. As you feel your tip slipping in, you grab her by the throat and squeeze tight. You have no control over your strength, you can only feel the tightness around your sex and the pleasure surging through your drunken body. She is struggling, hitting over your head and face as she chokes on her tears, trying to scream and cry as your cock forces itself inside her. The sexual desires mixed with the building anger, you continue to hold her down as she struggles and gasps while writhing under your body. You’re pushing steadily into her little body, your hips spreading her little legs wide open.

She starts losing her vision through the tears and failing breaths, her cheeks turning blue. Throughout the assault, you continue to look at her in the darkness. You can see her consciousness fading. You don’t have it in your intoxicated brain to feel guilty now, you just want the release.

You hump and thrust sloppily inside her. She weakly and finally grabs onto your wrists. Her eyes shut, her mouth open wide, her body slowly going limp.

You continue to violate Nina’s pussy.

By the time you finish, she’s been long dead. You’ve probably been fucking her lifeless child corpse for the last 5 minutes. Maybe 10 minutes even.

You pull out and stay there on your knees, looking down at her body. You look at your hands. You look at her bruised throat. You look at her tattered nails and dirty hair. You see the streaks of tears that ran down her face and the dust that dried with them. You see your seed spilling out from her hole.

(Wait... WAIT...) It’s panic time. You hastily dress the body and think of what to do with it. Then you remember the splinter. Someone DOES know she’s here. They had to have put that stick in the metal loops. You decide to shove her back in the box and put the splinter back, dusting off your pants and arms, running out of the building in the middle of the night. You’re in the quiet darkness of the abandoned buildings. You find the covered hole of the chain-link and slink back out, running and stumbling your way back home.

Weeks go by, and you don’t forget what you did, but you’re never approached. Nobody asks about that night, nobody mentions a missing girl to you. You can’t stop drinking, because you want to get rid of the guilt, but drinking is what got you in this misery to begin with.

The Catch-22 is strong with this experience.